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with them. I'm fit for that sort of thing. 1 know what to
say to people. But now I'm going away. I've lost faith
and so I have to go."
He dropped his head and became lost in thought.
"I'll go off ail by myself through the villages and coun-
tryside, stirring up the people. They've got to take things
in their own hands. Once they understand, they'll find a
way. It'll be my job to help them understand. Their only
hope is in themselves; their only brains are their own."
She began to pity this man and to be afraid for him.
He who had seemed unpleasant to her, now for some
reason became very dear.
"They'll catch you," she said softly.
Rybin looked at her.
"They will, but then they'll let me go, and I'll start
all over again."
"The muzhiks themselves will tie you up. They 11 throw
you in jail."
"I'll serve my term and come out. And begin again,
As for the muzhiks, they'll tie me up once, twice, and
again, and then they'll begin to realise it'd be better to
listen to what 1 have to say than to tie me up. I'll say:
'Don't believe me—just listen.' And if they listen, they'll
believe me."
He spoke slowly, feeling for each word.
"Fve swallowed a lot lately. And learned a thing or
two."
"This'll be the end of you, Mikhailo Ivanovich," she
said, shaking her head sadly.
He gazed at her quizzically, expectantly, with his dark,
deep-set eyes. His strong body leaned forward, his hands
grasped the seat of his chair, and his swarthy face was
pale in the dark frame of his beard.
"Remember what Christ said aboat the seed? It has to
die to be born again. But .death   won't  catch^me very
soon. I'm a sly old fox."
* Trie stirred in his chair and rose unhurriedly.
"I'll go down to the  tavern  and sit  with  the men

